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wakefulness,    And how it rained at the wayside station of
Manipur Road—or Dinapur as it should be called.    And how
cold it was in the Dak Bungalow, one of the few I met with that
was clean and decently kept.   Assam in February in spite of its
elephants, its tigers and its palm trees, is uninvitingly chilly,   I
spent the rest of that day and a night at Dinapur, so as to catch the
next day's early morning's postal motor-car, which leaves the
railway daily at sunrise for Imphal, the capital of Manipur State,
140 miles to the south.    The postal car is the only means of
transport, unless the traveller prefers a seat in a trade lorry where
the comfort is less and the progress slower.    In the afternoon a
large  party   of   American   missionaries   arrived   at  the  Dak
Bungalow with two cars and a motor-bicycle.   The event was the
" seeing off " of two ladies, one of whom was being escorted by
the other to the hospital at Gauhati for an interesting event.   The
two husbands and half a dozen children accompanied them, and
a friend or two.   There were tears, of course, on the part of the
children and we were rather a sad little party that walked back
from the train—the children had insisted on my coming to the
station—but once the bungalow was reached they were easily
comforted with supper and lemonade.   The two fathers put them
all to bed and I was called in to help.    My success as a nurse
was great.   I inserted their chubby legs into the sleeves of their
nighties, and buttoned the necks of their little garments round
their ankles.   I imprisoned them in pillow-cases and rolled them
up in " hold-alls/*    Then I had to be an ogre, and later a
moscjuito,   I heard them say their prayers,   I spanked them and
bastinadoed their plump little feet and rumpled their hair and
left them worn out with their fun and ready to go to sleep.   At
dawn the whole laughing lot of them packed themselves into the
cars.    The motor-cycle spluttered and protested but before
sunrise they were all away, taking the road to their Mission
station in the hills.   I was not alone for long however for the red
postal van, with its gilt coat-of-arms and the King-Emperor's
cypher, drew up at the door punctually at six and taking my place
by the chauffeur, with my servant on the seat behind, we started
on our journey*
At first it was cold and wet and the dense jungle looked dismal
and dreary enough, and water dripped from everything and
everywhere. It is a wild spot Dinapur—just the Railway Station
and a few one-storied rather wretched shops and houses. Its
very existence it owes to the fact that it is the starting-point on

